
Themofl lamentable Tragedie 

Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

lu. Nurfe.will you goe with me into my ClofctT 
X o helpe me fort fuch needfull ornaments, 

Asyouthinke fittofurnifh me to morrow? 

No not till Thurfday, there is time inough. 

Fa* Go Nurfe,go with her, weele to Church to morrow. 

J- xcmt 

Mo* V Vc fhall be Ihort in our prouifion, 

Tis now nearc night. 

Fa. Tufhjlwillftirre about, 

And all things lhall be well, I warrant thee w ifer 
Co thou to lultet, helpe to deckevp her. 

He not to bed to night, let me alone: 

He play the hufvvife for this once, what ho? 

They areallforth, well I willwalkemy felfe 

to C ountie Paris , to prepare vp him 

Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward Gyrle isfo reclaimd, 

Exift 

Enter Juliet and Nnrfe. 

/«♦ Ithofe attires are beft, but gende Nurle 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night; 
for X haue need of many oryfons. 

To moue the heauens to fmile vpon my ftate. 

Which welthou knoweft, is croife and ful of fin. 

Enter Another. 

Mo. W hat are you bufie ho’ncedyou my help? 

In. No Madam,we haue culd fuch necellaries 
As are behoofefull for our ftate to morrow: 

So pleafe you,letmenow be left alone. 

And letthe Nurfe this night lit vp with you. 

For 1 am fure, you haue your hands full all, 

Inthis fo fudden bu line He, 

Mo , Goodnight, 

Get thee tobed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exeunt. fa Farewell, 
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of^omeo and Juliet. 

Iu. Farewell, God knowes when we {hall meetc againe, 

I haue a faint cold feare thrills through nay veincs* 

That almoft freezes vp theheateof life: 

He call them backe againctocornfomne, 

Nurle, what Ihouldfhe do here? 

My difimall Sceane I needs rouft a& alone. 

Come Viall, what if this mixture do not worke at all*’ 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this lhali forbid italic thou there, 

What if it be a poy fon which the F rier 
Subtilly hathminiltred, to haue me dead, 

Leaft in this marriage he Ihould be dilhonourd, 

Becaufe he marriedme before to Romeoi 
I fearc it is, and yet me thinks it ihould not. 

For he hath ftill beene tried a holy man. 

How ifwhen I am laidinto theTombe, 

Iwake before thetime thit Romeo 

Come toredeememe,theresafearefull point : 

Shall I not then be ftiffled in the Vault? 

Towhofefoule mouthnohealthfome ay re breath sin. 

And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes, 
OrifIliue,isitnotvery like, 

The horrible conceit of death andnightj 
Together with the terror of theplace. 

Asm a Vaulte,an ancient receptacle. 

Where lor thefe many hundred y ceres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceftursare packt. 

Where bloody Tybalt y et but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd, where as they fay. 

At fome houres in the night, fpirits refort: ^ 

Alacke,alacke, isitnotlikethatl 

So early waking, w hat with loathfome fmels. 

And fhrikeslike mandrakes tor ne out of the earth, 

That liuingmortalls hearing them run mad. 

O if I waike, fhall I not be diftraught, 

Inuironcd with all thefe hidious fearcs, 
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